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* LET me shake myself first, daddy/ said Arkady,
in a voice tired from travelling, but boyish and
clear as a bell, as he gaily responded to his
father's caresses; * I am covering you with dust*
* Never mind, never mind/ repeated Nikolai
Petrovitch, smiling tenderly, and twice he struck
the collar of his son's cloak and his own great-
coat with his hand, ' Let me have a look at
you; let me have a look at you/ he added,
moving back from him, but immediately he
went with hurried steps towards the yard of the
station, calling,' This way, this way; and horses
at once/
Nikolai Petrovitch seemed far more exdted
than his son; he seemed a little confused, a
little timid Arkady stopped him.
{Daddy/ he said, 'let me introduce you to
my great friend, Bazarov, about whom I have
so often written to you. He has been so good
as to promise to stay with us/
Nikolai Petrovitch went back qjickly, and
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